
The Pretender 


By VERA EDMONDSON 


N AM E?" asked the superinten- 
dent. Rosie Belinsky hesitated 
nut a second. “Rosalie Bell," she 
answered clearlv. 

"Age?" 

Tins time only half a second’s falter. 
“ Eighteen.'* 

“Oh, come!" The superintendent was 
fifty-two, caustic and drear. Not for 
nothing had he been with Heinpil Bro- 
thers, New York and Philadelphia, for 
twenty-live years, and interviewed count- 
less thousands of applicants. He laid 
down his [H'n now with a chill smile. 
“Don’t try to put that over." he advised 
'■•vcrcly. “Do you want to get yourself — 
and us into trouble?" 

“Trouble?" said Rosalie, her urea t, dear 
• yes meeting his with simple wonder. How 
could such a little thing as a “pretend" 
tjet one into trouble? She iwv eighteen 
plus in her aspirations, and as “man of 
the house" must land a husky, eighteen- 
year-old job. That was no idle “pretend. " 

“But I am eighteen," she insisted. “Any- 
way. I can write like eighteen. Let me 
show you.” 

And on a ruled yellow card, with a Hush 
of pride and a stately flourish, she wrote 
for the first time the glorious name of 
her heart’s adoption — Rosalie Bell. 

“I’m!’ said the superintendent, and, be- 
fore the remarkable firmness of the signa- 
ture, scanned her more closely. “Think 
you could write addresses like that?" He 
diplomatically waived the question of age. 
“We might use you in Mail Order." Then, 
noting the soft baby curves of her cheeks, 
he amended, as the mighty may: “No. I 
tlii nk we need you in Men’s'Gloves." 
“Oh!" said Rosalie, enraptured. 

“Seven a week, to start." He jotted 
something on a slip. “Hand this card to 
Mr. Jackson, first floor. He’ll tell you 
when to report." 

Rosalie took it with glistening eyes. 
“Next!" said the superintendent. 

r FHE new employe** of Henipil Brothers 
* rose obediently, but at the door turned. 
“I've got an older sister, Beokie. She’s 
eighteen, truly." 

•Send her in." said the superintendent. 

‘ We need new girls in Basement. Next !" 

“And I’ve got a younger sister. Sadie.” 
Rosalie stood on her two-inch heels firmly. 
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“She's not so strong. She couldn't sell 
goods; but she could paste labels great.” 

“How old is she?" 

“She's fifteen and a half, and much 
taller'n me." 

"Send her in," said the superintendent. 

“And I’ve got an older brother, Danny 
— I mean Victor. He's twentv-one. Ho 
can drive a delivery wagon tine." 

“Say,” said the superintendent, forget- 
ting for a full moment how many million 
girls be had interviewed since eight-thirty, 
“how many of you are there, anyway?" 

“Six," said Rosalie, with composure. 

“Well," said the superintendent, “this 
brother of yours — you say he's twenty- 
one and can drive. We can always use 
more drivers if you're sure he’s steady." 

“Sure," said Rosalie faintly. “He cun 
drive tine. He's driven for three firms." 
She forbore to add for how long. 

The superintendent looked at her lialf- 
dubiously. “I don't know, though, about 
trusting a new man with a uniform. Ordi- 
narily we require a deposit. 1’ndcrstand," 
he stipulated sternly, “if he doesn’t stick, 
the two dollars for his uniform conies 
out of your pay envelop." 

“Oh. that's all right; I’ll make him 
stick." said Rosalie resolutely. 

“Then write his name on this card, and 
send him in to-morrow." 

She took the card. “I'll write my sis- 
ter>' names too. They'll be in with him." 
And eotnposedly she wrote the tlin*e 
names. “Victor Bell, 21 years; Eugenia 
Bell. IS years; Ernestine Bell. 1 ”> 1 2 
years," and handed him the card. 

He read it perplexedly. “But these 
are not the names you said before. Reekie 
and Sad — " 

“Oh, those,” explained Rosalie, “are just 
their happen-so names that they couldn’t 
help. These are their lookin'-up names. 
I chose them myself." 

Before the joyous, all-conquering youth 
in her eyes* the superintendent suddenly 
felt parched ami old — at least a thousand 
years old. “Well, send them in," he said 
shortly. “I'll see what I can do." 

On tin* reminder pad before him he 
jotted the one word Hell. “I must watch 
that girl," was his thought. 

“Have Mr. Jackson understand — Men’s 
f! loves— that's the place for you," he said 
to the girl. 
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her coiffure to Fifth Avenue standards. 
By noon also approached Jackson. 

“ We have two stores. Miss Bell; one 
in New York, one in Philadelphia.” He 
fixed her impressively with his near-sighted 
gaze. “And it is part of each young lady’s 
duty to read the ads of the Philadelphia 
store daily.” 

Miss Collins yawned. 

“We maka this a special request." He 
handed Rosalie a copy of the Philadel- 
phia Bugler. “It appears on this society 
page every morning, adjoining Social 
Items. And the Philadelphia Bugler is 
always to be had at the news-stand below 
the elevated. " 

“Slow poke!" muttered Miss Collins Ih*- 
neath her breath. “I guess J>e better 
ways to spend my salary than buying 
Philadelphia paj>ers. " lint the next in- 
stant she caught her breath in amaze, 

“Don’t trouble to buy the papers. Miss 
Bell," Jackson was saying. “I shall lie 
glad to bring you a copy every morning." 

“JIVE with vour folks?" by four-thirty 
^ M iss Collins had unbent to inquire. 

“With my mother." said Rosalie. “My 
father is abroad," she started without the 
quiver of an eyelash. “He’s an importer. 
He has to go very often — every six weeks 
or so." It was thus, as befit t«*d family 
pride, she referred always to Daddy Bc- 
linski’s periodical visits to “the Island.” 

“Just think o’ that!" said Miss Collins, 
with heightened respect. 

“Yes, there’s six of us," Rosalie elabor- 
ated later, “and we live in the dearest 
apartment, — nine rooms and bath — all 
sunny — overlooking Morningside Parle. 
I’d love to ask you up," she added hastily; 
“but you see my mother’s an invalid. She 
can’t open her mouth at all, or set* anyone. 
She has — lockjaw. 1 know it’s — it’s usu- 
ally quite incurable," she hurried on; “but 
the Doctor ’lie’s a — a great mouth so- 
cialist from London — Sir Leighton Parks 
— you may have heard of him) says she ll 
be quite well, and able to go out and- — 
and — set* everyone quite soon; by Thanks- 
giving anyway, we hope,” she ended. 

“Lockjaw! Gee, but that must l»e fierce!" 
eonduled Miss Collins, deeply impressed. 
“Wha’d you say was tin* name of the 
London guy? Parks? Wasn't there a 
page about him in the Sunday Screamer? 
Sure I’ve heard of him.” 

QN her way to the subway that night, 
Rosalie paused to gaze raptly at the 
beautiful display in a shop-window. She 
turned, with face aglow, to meet a firm, 
heavy-set figure gravely regarding her. 
Her breath quickened a trifle. Just so, 
some day, would the Shining Prince 
gaze, when he dashed up breathless on 
his milk-white charger, to bear her away 
to tin* Gardens of Delight. Only he, of 
course, would be tall, and blond, and of 
princely grace. What have chunky, thick- 
set forms and near-sighted eyes in com- 
mon with princes? Tin* light died from 
her eyes. This was only Jackson. 

He Ixiwed gravely. “Then you go by 
the subway too? Can’t I help you to a 
seat?" 

“Oh, thank you," said Rosalie, “I don't 
need any seat. 1 — I haven't far to go — 
only to Morningside Park." She Hushed 
uneasily. What if lie should insist on 
coming too? “I — I must hurry. I live 
with my Aunt Patricia and my l Tide 
Lionel, and they’re so very particular if 
I’m laic a minute. Besides, my mother's 
terribly sick — with lockjaw. She has il 
so badly she can’t possibly s**e anyone 
until Thanksgiving— anyone at all. So 
good-by. " 

She sped down the subway steps. 

“It’s not good-by," said Jackson, follow- 
ing her with his eyes— and let seven sub- 
way trains crash past him. 

J3 0SALIE was a protest against all the 
v laws of eugenics. By every rule of 
heredity, she ought to have been sickly, 
stunted, and depraved. On the contrary, 
she was robust, dauntless, and aspir- 
ing. * Reared on delicatessen horrors and 
doomed to dubious ablutions at one reluc- 
tant spigot, she glowed pink and white 
with health. Stifled and cramped by prison 
walls, she beat them back as determinedly 
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a s a lily rears its head through the mud. 
tn addition she had the Gift of Dreams. 
Lies? Call them so, if you must. But 
what is Truth? To Kosalie it lay, not in 
the hideous hare realities of faets, but 
in the lovely Land of 

Spelling up the suhw 
tion, she turned sharpl; 
three mean blocks of dingy, moth-eaten 
doorways, turned at last into her own. 
Kosalie bound**d up the five flights of 
stairs, fitted a key into a loek, and hurst 
into a room. 

“Mutter, Mutter!" she ealhd gaily. 

“Is that you, Kosie? Kh!" came a quer- 
ulous voiee. 

“Sh! Why »k/ m Kosalie threw her 
strong young arms about the woman’s 
bent shoulders. “It’s no time for sh now. " 
she exulted proudly, “when I’ve got a fine 
new job at last, at Hem pH’s— in Men’s 
i* loves! Mow's that. Mutter darling? 
And they're going to make a plaee for 
all the others, — for Bee k, and Sade, ami 
even Danny too! And you're going to 
have a grand new set of teeth at last, 
so you ean go out again 
see every one, " she gloried, 
why. Mutter — ” 

“Sh!" warms! the little mother again. 
“After supper, Kosie. lie’s back.” 

“So soon?” Kosalie recoiled sharply. 
There was no need for names. 

She dropped her arms, all her young 
ardor turned to iee. Above the fumes of 
burnt stew, and onions and grease and 
grime, a new' scent was assailing her nos- 
trils, — new but too well known, — the 
scent of a pale yellow liquid in a loath- 
some bulh. She turned down the hallway 
with a gesture of repulsion. 

Daddy Belinski had returned from 
“abroad"! 

“V r KS, he got off this morning. I guess." 

Beefcic, otherwise Eugenia. confided in 
the privacy of the alcove wherein she was 
trying a new “marcel. " “Well, so long as 
he don’t stick round the parlor nights, 
and scare off Jim. " 

Sh*- ca lei mined her already plastered 
nose aggressively ; for Beckie, he it known, 
had a “fellah." — not a Shining 1 Vince, 
alas! just a plain “fellah." Poor Beekie! 
He rejoiced in the name of Stubbs, and 
his line was shirts, — his territory from Troy 
to Babylon, L. I. Poor Beekie, again! 

“But never mind — poor old Beck!" cried 
Kosalie sympathetically. “I’ve got a real 
job for you, hon; a nice, easy one this 
time, honest," she hastened to reassure. 
“And one for Sade and Danny too." 

“Oh, I guess Sade can’t go." Beckie 
carefully inspected a pimple on her chin. 
“She’s had another turn!" 

“She has?" Rosalie's face fell. These 
“turns" of Sadv’s had grown far too fre- 
quent of late. “But you’ll go. won’t you?" 
she pleaded. “AH you'll have to do is 
come down with me and take it to-morrow. 
It’s all waiting — " 

“Well, I’ll see." Be-ckie reapproved the 
marcel. “I guess I'll talk with Jim first, 
lie asked me last night didn't I know I 
was heaps too pretty to be- wasting my 
l*M»ks on any more stores, and 1 guess 
lie’s right." A furtive* gleam lit he*r shrewd 
young eyes. “But say, Hosie!” Shedrop- 
|H-d the hand-glass with a king. “There's 
a swell manicuring course at Haffncy’s, — 
seven-fifty complete in ten lessons; only 
two dollars down — and they plaee you 
when you’re through. Can't you lend me 
your two dollars, Rosie? Oh. well, if you 
won’t," as Kosalie w'as silent. “You’d 
rather give it to Danny, 1 suppose?" she 
accused shrilly. “And that’s what he does 
with it!" She pointed vindictively lw*- 
y mid the greasy alcove curtains. 

“What do you mean?" asked Rosalie 
tensely. “1 haven’t given any two dollars 
to Danny, ft was to Mutter I gave it, 
for Sade's medicine." 

“Well, that’s how she buys Sade's medi- 
cine." Beckie laughed sharply. She lifted 
the curtain, and pointed derisively to a 
harmonica among the dented pillows on 
t he sofa. 

“A harmonica!" said Rosalie in a choked 
tone. “When he knows how Mutter needs 
teeth, and you and 1 need shoes! Where 
i- Danny?" she demanded. 

“t'an’t vou see he’s here?" Beekie in- 


dicated the piles of sodden ashes on the 
floor, and an empty beer bottle protruding 
from a greasy pillow'. “He’s just having 
his own special supi>er early, so he can 
get to the first show* in time. Oh. yes!” 
she threw out angrily. “Go find him 
a job, if you like your trouble for your 
pains. ' How long will he hold it?" 

“You’ll set — I'll make him hold it!” 
cried Kosalie with passion. 

And she did — for two days. At the 
end of that time Victor Bell, extra driver 
No. 221S for llctnpil Brothers, failed 
to rejHirt, and the yellow pay envelop 
handed to saleslady No. oOOJ. Men’s 
Gloves, that Saturday, contained in eon- 
seq uence only five dollars and a printed 
receipt slip; 

To price one uniform for brother, $2. 

Received payment, 

HemPIL UltOTHEJtH. 

JN the weeks that followed Rosalie 
* threw herself into the daily work at the 
counter with such feverish energy that in 
two months’ time the sum in her weekly 
envelop went all the wav from seven to 
twelve dollars. 

Five dollars at a jump! Tin* days of 
miracles have not departed, then, from 
glove counters! But even miracles need 
a miracle worker. Could it have been 
Jackson? Who else? The thought brought 
the same odd. uneasy pain she felt so 
often now when she was conscious of 
his grave eyes steadily regarding her. 

“Why does lie look at me like that?” 
she wondered. She approached him tim- 
idly to thank him. But — 

“It is nothing, nothing at all. but what 
you have earned," said Jackson. 

And she turned back to the counter 
with a battled sense of something warm 
and wonderful just missed; yet with it a 
shy sense of gratitude. How good he was, 
Mr. Jackson! If only — 
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QX the last Saturday in May, Gerald 
Manning Knight. LL. D.. who held 
the chair of sociology in a small university, 
hastily approached the glove counter. His trail their 
need for entering the store was actual. A swish 
He was en route from Philadelphia to. cried Ko 
Narragansett to gain much-needed respite rocket ro> 
on the completion of his notable work. And, bet 
“Daughters of Toil," and — foresaw no 

“If you’ll look in the top drawer of my of the dese 
jewel trunk, dear," his wife had written It was 
from the Pier, “you’ll find the ring. You’ll evening, a 
remember the setting’s all wrong; but the galloping 
pearl’s a good one— didn’t you choose it? even thou 
So why not take it back and have it reset? Grand Oer 
And on the way stop in at Hempil’s and to catch to 
get me three more pairs of the pearl suede “And it 
gloves and four of. the lavender. Don’t — before I 
forget . — three gray, four lavender, — and am a vin 
while getting them, don’t leave the ring Im* Thanks) 
on the counter — careless boy!" course." 

The commission was no unusual one. Ah, at U 
the professor being an artist in such mari- “In the 
tal details. The ring was in his pocket thing," he 
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|y she had found the waiting 
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as he passed Men’s Gloves, and at sight 
of Rosalie he changed his errand. 

“Have you any — ah — walking gloves of 
pigskin, my size?" he inquired genially, 
extending a long, slight hand of more than 
feminine delicacy— the left one, naturally 
— with a great seal ring upon it. 

Rosalie took the hand. “What shade?” 
she inquired with a little gasp as she felt 
the counter reel and a sudden new* 
and all-enveloping delight sweep through 
her. 

He was tall — ten feet at least — and 
princely, slim and blond and magnificent 
— the Shining Prince* at last, tn-yond all 
fear or perad venture! 

“Cash!" called Jackson in the dim and 
unreal distance. 

“Haven't you any— ah— two shades 
darker?" the Prince was murmuring about 
that time, 

“Oh. yes," said Rosalie. 

The two shades durker were found and 
fitted. Rosalie started to dust the pow- quiver ofligh 
der, and overturned it instead. With fit- lie, with her 
ting grace her customer lient his head to 
help her, and. bending, spoke low-toned 
words, and then others, still lower — 

“Cash!" the intruding voice of Jackson, 
vehement and nearer; but Rosalie beard 
it not. 

“There will 1 jc fireworks to-night at 
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prayer from a heart bowed with humility. 

The ring w : as still glowing with womb r- 
warmth when she reached her counter on 
Monday, and. its glow w*arnied her heart 
all day: though there was as yet no letter: 
only a postal with the picture of a steam- 
ship and the lightly penciled words. 
“Finest boat service. Will writ* 1 soon. 
G. M. K.” Not quite the same as a lelt* r: 
still the postal found a fluttering horn* 
beneath her shirt-waist until the coming 
of the letter, as it would surely come to- 
morrow — or still to-morrow. Every morn- 
ing Kosalie scanned with feverish hop** 
the slit that did duty for mailbox in the 
Belinski vestibule. 

“I will trust you forever!” 

Should she fail him so soon, in tin* 
first princely test he hail set her? It 
would come to-morrow*. 

And one to-morrow it did come, — a 
thick vellum envelop, with the name 
of a Narragansett Pier club stamped in 
silver. 

With a wildly thumping heart she read 
the four hurried lines beginning “Dear 
child," and felt her hands drop nerveless. 

The intense heat, coupled with highly 
exacting work, may quite prostrate even 
a prince, it seemed. He was suffering 
keenly from long strain and greatly in 
need of soul refreshment from the glimpse 
of her, for which he bojied as he passed 
through town in August. If not then, 
at his next breathing space, .Tluuih— 
giving. And he was, ns you know (un- 
derscored,), in all wavs. Faithfully vour-. 
G. M. K. 

“Not till August." said Rosalie faiuth. 
“and not then, maybe!" 

To be sure. "Faithfully vours, -ns you 
kooir , " that must mean something, and 
August was not so far off now, if you count 
by weeks, and not by aching, fitful da\ - 
and sleepless nights. But what if August 
should vacantly come and go, to no avail, 
as it seemed to be doing? “I will trust 
you to the end of the world!” had s| M 
said? And that is longer even than Thanks- 
giving. 

-And so summer scorched its way 
straiglit into the cool, uncaring heart 
of fall; and hope deferred tortured faint 
hollows in the ha by curves of her checks, 
and painted feverish shadows beneath her 
eyes. “She’s falling olf something tierce, " 
Miss Collins observed. 

There remained Thanksgiving and its 
preparations; for the Prince must not find 
her unready. Fresh scrim curtains at 
spotless windows in the little “parlor"; 
a frond of fern-like green on the stain* d 
and discolored near-mar hie stand; an in- 
viting new cushion on the one easy chair 
where he would sit. Unfaltering courage 
has accomplished miracles greater than 
these, and Rosalie went, a bout them with 
firmly set lijis. even to tearing down the 
hideous oleographs from the mustard-col- 
ored walls, since all things sordid and un- 
pri nee worthy must by banished at the 
Prince’s coming. If he came! It was a 
feeble “if "now, for the tapers of hope were 
burning low; but each night she relit 
t.h‘*ni l*eside her little “Watch McGrow” 
bank. That, at least, had not failed. 
It was steadily growing heavier each 
week beneath the weight of quarters 
and dimes. 

AND now at last the Tuesday before 
Thanksgiving! What time more fit- 
ting for the bank opening? If it proved 
half as full as it felt, there would surely 
be enough fur the new teeth. Fifty cents 
a week had easily mounted to eighty and 
ninety, with no longer Beckie's constant 
clamor for money; for Rosalie had at hot 
yielded and Beekie had taken the mani- 
cure course. 

Rosalie frowned. She would almost 
have had Beck back in her old penniless 
state than this train of new and battling 
perplexities since Beck bad landed her 
dazzling new job as manicurist at the 
Hotel Glazenhall. These strange new fits 
of irritability of Beck’s, all these new and 
unexplained articles of finery — 

“I don’t like it," Rosalie reflected, on 
the edge of her cot. “It looks queer." 
There had been other act i* ms of Beck's 
still queerer. Even the once distasteful 
Mr. Stubbs would have been a welcome 
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vwon these days. Ami now Beck was 
talking of a room downtown — m he nearer 
the Utazenhall. 

**1 don't like it,” said Rosalie again. 

‘■J-S tti at you. Rosalie?" A toil-worn hand 
lifted the alcove curtain on her cogita- 
tions. 

- Yes. Mutter.” The girl’s face softened 
indescribably. “(’ome in. I’m just going 
to get tin* bunk now, and we’ll open 
it, just you and Land find how much there 
is over fourteen dollars. I’ve got it all 
saved, Mutter dear. Let's get the bank — " 
“That’s what I’m trying to tell you, 
Rosie.” The mother s eyes strained with 
a frightened whimper. “Your bank — he 
— he didn’t mean it. Damn didn’t, lie’s 
a good boy," she mumbled with the in- 
^ stinet of defending her best -loved, and 
dropped her eyes to the door. 

Ko-alie followed her gaze, picked a piece 
of bent and twisted tin from beneath the 
sofa. “Do you mean." she gasped, “that 
Vi* -tor— that Danny lias dared to break 
open my bank and Meal my fourteen dol- 
lars? " Fury tore her. "When I’ve pinch- 
ed and saved and gone without lunches 
for mx months. >n that you needn't be 
hidden away in tin* dark, but could hold 
up your head like folks!" She lifted the 
ruled bank, and balanced it grimly. “So 
that’s your baby's latest!" 
ml “He’s a good boy,” the little mother 
repeated feebly. 

“A giH>d boy! Oil, yes, lie's a prince!” 
-aid Ko.su lie bitterly. Then the strain 
woke. She threw her young arms about 
vie seared ami futile bundle of mother- 
hood. and kissed it tenderly. “Never 
mind. Mutter. Maybe he won't coma 
buck now — for a time. He won’t dare. 
And there are good times coming. I'll 
**t you tin* money yet.” 

But not in time for Thanksgiving— and 
the Prince's coming! 

"It doesn't matter in the least.” She 
fought back a great, choking sob from the 
-ight of the Prince’s ring. “I can stand 
it all. everything -if you'll just come!” 

CIIF, readied the counter pallid ami shaky 
’ that Wednesday morning, and started 
another endless day. There wen* still 
ravaging traces of passion in her face. 

“What \ou going to do to-morrow?” 
Mi >S Collins inquired. 

“I don’t know,” she had to admit. 
“Have you seen the Philadelphia ad, 
young ladies? “ inquired Jackson, in an 
afternoon lull. 

“I’ve seen enough of it," responded 
Miss Collins, with a show of “proper 
m spirit." 

“I haven't seen it yet.” said Rosalie 
languidly. 

“Only a small Thanksgiving ad to-day." 
He handed her t fie Philadelphia Bugler, 
with a look of concern at her listless eyes. 

Yes, it was only a small “Store Closed 
To-morrow " ad. set in a border of turkeys, 
adjoining Madame Bavarde’s triple col- 
umn of social chat and the picture of a 
radiant woman in a (lowing evening 
gown. Rosalie glanced at t be port rail 
mechanically, and the words beneath 

i; Hashed out : 

MKs. lil.K A Ml MANNING KNIGHT, 

Who with Profi*ssor Kniixht will receive 

at Manning Lodge. Thanksgiving Day. 

Somehow, the whole staggering weight 
of meaning fell, and she quietly crumpled 
beneath it to the floor. 

“Well.'d v' ever know the beat of that?" 
cried Miss t ‘ollins. aghast. “Struck ah in 
a heap— and right in a minute! Here, 
here! Rosie, Rosie!” She shook the limp 
shoulder to no avail. “Help, help, some- 
body! Water, quick! she called excitedly. 
A “Here.” said Jackson, quietly producing 
a glass of water from nowhere. “(Jo up- 
stairs and tell the nurse to have a bed 
ready in the rest room." he directed 
briefly, and raised the crumpled form tike 
a child’s in his arms. 

“(Jee. but she looks like a goner!” agreed 
Ladles* Mousquetuircs with Men’s Motor 
( iauntlets. 

But Youth — sheer, merciless youth — 
, was too strong. Soon, all too soon, the 
' blackness raised, giving place to some- 
thing far worse,— light. Lurid, hideous 


light, shot with twisting vipers, above a 
whirling, yawning abyss— and it was 
through this -oh, unclean, horrible! — 
she must drag all her shamed days — alone! 
Despair broke, dry and pitiless. Rosalie 
sat up with a moan. 

“Hadn't von better rest quiet, deary?" 
came the chill tattoo of professional sym- 
pathy. 

"Rest?” the girl shuddered. "I can 
never rest again. I must be starting 
home," She struggled vainly to her feet: 
felt them double under her. “Ilovv can 1 
ever, ever start?” 

“A bit more of the ginger, deary?” 

“No, no!” She 1 1 ragged wearily down 
to the cloakroom for her wraps, quite un- 
caring that the mirror showed her face 
ghastly blue, with hideous pinched cav- 
erns beneath tin* somber-burning eyes. 

The timekeeper at the grimy employ- 
es' exit threw some remonstrance after 
her to the street. She caught but t he one 
word “umbrella." and let it fall unheeded 
to the soaked pavements. Was it raining. 


He said nothing on the way across: 
nothing until they readied tin* ticket win- 
dow, when* la* bought two tickets; noth- 
ing then but-frl am going to take you 
home." in the kill nest every -tiny voice. 

He did notlask permission to-day, as 
that once, long ago. Why not? she won- 
dered humbly J before sin* sank back, too 
tired to wonder She was rather glad it 
was Mr. Jackonn. To. have" him there 
hardly hurt at fill, and after a w idle it was 
almost a comfort, when the train lurched, 
to feel his steadying grasp. One could 
even pretend. Iichiml closed lid>. it meant 
some) hing real mid sheltering, even t hough 
that could never, never be more than a 
pretend and oh. how tired she was of 
pretending ! 


A 


K FA L splaili of human color hud crept 
back to her lips w hen they reached her 
station. Jar ks« >n assisted her to the 
street, and thel for The lirst time paused. 

“Would you frat lid* have this?” He in- 
dicated tin* umbrella a bit uncertainly. 


* -f 


* 


r? “5 


i 




■ 


That's my father's name/ sahl Rosalie. 
This is where l /ir*\ l i e never liretl any - 
where else . // was just lies all lies/' 






then? And she had no umbrella. What 
of it? A great, menacing gale came crash- 
ing round the corner, tearing tin* breath 
from her throat, and beating her like pulp 
against the pitiless gray llniipil walls. In 
a moment it would beat her again— and 
again. She plunged weakly forward. 

“ r P!IlS way. There's no wind here,” 
came a voice at her shoulder, and a 
firm hand had drawn tier round the corner. 
The Furies had calmed; or wash only that 
the voice had raised an umbrella? 

“Can you walk across to the subway?" 
the voice asked next, atld her breath 
returned, hot and strangling. It was 
Jackson ! 

“I — can— trv," said Rosalie. 


“Then you won’t come too? Oh, please!" 

“May 1? I am glad of that," said Jack- 
son, falling readily into step. “We couldn't 
talk on the trail, and I have something 
to tell you — 1 mu>t tell you.” He spoke 
with unwonted gravity. “I have never 
been quite straight with you." 

Rosalie looked at him in amaze. “ Yog 
not straight with //«*?” , 

“Not a> I must be; as you’ve forced me 
to be. si i let* I’ve known you day by day, 
and you’ve shown me all your beautiful, 
brave life. I never knew a girl could be 
so brave—” 

“Oh, stop, stop!" Molten shame was 
rising, submerging; but he steadily per- 
sisted : 

“And now it’s my turn to let you know 


nn* just as 1 am. In the first place." In* 
drew a leal In r card-east* from his pocket, 
p“my name i> not Jackson; at least, 1 hat’s 
just a part of it. Here's the rest." He 
handed her a card from l he ease, and "Mr. 
Jackson H. Prentice, Galesburg, Illinois," 
she read. 

“That’s my real home. 1 was never 
made for New York," lie explained. “1 
come from the plainest of country people, 
— not high up like yours. — and here I’m 
only a floor manager, I know. But I'm 
learning the business from the ground up, 
how to run one, and how not to run one. 
That has always been my dream, or a 
part of it, — to open a store of my own 
some day." he confessed. "And at lirst 
it seemed fair enough, my being here 
* to learn the game* that was what 1 
called it; and even the Jackson part too, 
until I knew you, and you showed me 
what it means to be open and on the level. 
Then it didn't seem like a game at all. 
I've been sorry, ashamed — " 

“Oh. don’t, don’t !" She cut him short 
again. “It's all wrong. You 
think you know me: you 
know nothing, nothing at all! 
But you shall — you must! 
I'll show you.” She drew 
him hurriedly along the last 
mean block of hideous door- 
ways. into the most hideous 
of all. *. 

“Here!" They stood at 
last within the murkv entry. 
“Light a mutch!" she com- 
manded. 

From a plain gold case he 
drew one. and ola-diently lit it. 

“Read thiii!" She indicated 
one of the grimy slips above 
the left-hand array of tubes, 
and bending he read the 
scribbled name “Bclinski." 

“That means me. That’s 
my father's name," said Rosa- 
lie. “It never was anything 
else. Rosalie and Bell too — 
they're just lies, like the rest 
of it. all lies! Tins is where 
I live. I've never lived any- 
where else. There never was 
any nim*-room apartment on 
Morningside. There never 
was any Aunt Patricia or 
l uric Lionel. They're just 
lies too. [ took them because 
1 was ashamed — 1 have noth- 
ing — nobody — " The words 
were w reiu* lied from her. 

“Do you know where my 
fat her is now? If we were 
to go upstairs — we won’t, but 
if we should— we'd find him 
sit ting in the kitchen, wrapped 
in a dirty blanket, with his 
horrible needle. He's a dope 
fiend. He will always be one ; 
just as my brother will always 
be a bum. Oh. we're a beau- 
tiful family — ” 

“ Your mother?" asked 
Jackson gravely. "Is she 
dead?" 

“She’s not dead; though 
she might better be dead tot i 
- — with six of us, ami every 
tme rotten. But you'll never 
see her either— and do you 
know w hy? Because, " pas- 
sionately, “she can't open her 
mouth; she has no front teeth. 
\ Oh, yes, I tried," brokenly; 
“but it takes fourteen dollars 
to buy them, ami she will never, never 
have them now, because Vidor has broken 
open my bank and stolen the money — " 
Scalding tears surged, as she turned, 
beaten at last, “it's no use. Go away, 
please, ” she begged thickly, “arid leave 
me where 1 belong." 

An endless space. Why didn’t he go? 
Or he hud gone, of course. That was it 
She turned her eyes timidly at last, to 
meet Jackson’s — -yes, still Jackson’s! — 
and still steadily waiting. 

“Are you ready?" he asked quietly. 
“Shall we go up now to the little Mutter, 
and tell tier — you are going to marry me 
to-morrow — because you want to? Heart’s 
Dearest, why do you erv so?" 

“Oh,” sobbed Rosalie, “don’t pretend!” 
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